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fully balanced pack ready for his back, and he rolled over bark-
ing and squealing while the man kicked him again and again
until the dog surrendered, stood up, and let the pack be
strapped on his back. And Utak, as if there were now not a
minute to lose, flew among the dogs, kicking, strapping, shout-
ing, while his wife went into and out of the shack again and
again, bringing out each time a single object, as if she could think
of onlv one thing at a time and no one in the world had ever
thought of carrying more than one object at a time in his hands.
The poverty of the natives of King William Land is so
wretched that the least bit of string, the least stick of wood is
a treasure in their existence. There was a time when they were
rich, when they hunted the whale and killed hundreds of cari-
bou every summer. All this is in the past. The land here has
risen, the waters have become shallow, the whale comes no
more and the caribou trail is far away. These Netsilik are now
the most abjectly poor people in the world. Yet they stay, they
do not think of migrating to better hunting-grounds. King
William is their land, the land of their ancestors. As tramps and
gipsies rummage through the dust-bins on the outskirts of
towns, so these sharp-eyed Eskimos find scraps of treasure in
this barren landscape; and especially here round the Post this
sort of hunting is good. Whenever they come here to trade
their white foxes, they wander round and round, sen*timing
the ground, and their wives and children follow the shores of
the bay ready to pick up any stray bit of timber, of wire, of rope.
All this goes back to their camp, where of an old crate they will
make a treasure chest, of a broken file the point of a harpoon.
It is the fruit of this patient rummaging that the dogs carry,
along with hides and tent-poles and harpoons —a broken
kettle, three sticks of wood, torn bits of tar-paper; and the
dogs disappear under their loads, moving on unseen legs like
ambulatory junk-shops.
Finally this comical bustle was ended and we were ready
to be off. I shouldered my pack. Utak, for the honour of the
Eskimo, carried more than any of us: piled up on his small
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